An Ancient Tragedy

Ludovick looked up again from his book.
" My Sweet/' he said, " I could listen to your
voice for ever."

Mariota smiled strangely, and in an almost
defiant tone she sang:

" Vain is all striving

To cross Love's intent,
Vain all contriving

Love's will to prevent;
When the Lover's Lady greets him

By night or dawning day.
Though Death's grim challenge meets him,

Love will find out the way ! "

As Mariota in passionate exultation sang the
last high note, one of the strings of her lute
snapped.

The glow faded from her face.

But Ludovick in his happiness had become
less observant; or rather his mood was proof
against adverse omens.

" Six months bypast I should have shuddered
if that string had broken/' he said; " I
should have deemed it ominous of disaster.
But now you make me so happy, I can laugh
at omens. Each day you grow more lovely.
Not Helen of Troy, nor Yseult, nor even
Deirdre can have been more exquisitely fair."

" Oh hush, hush," said Mariota, and there
was genuine fear in her voice; " do not talk
of those ill-fated women; they brought ruin
and death to all who loved them."

* Forgive me," said Ludovick humbly.